
Unfinished Poems

SWEENEY AGONISTES

FRAGMENTS OF AN ARISTOPHANIC MELODRAMA

Onnsrns: You don't see them, you don't-but ^I see them: they are
hunting me down, I must move on.-Choephoroi.

Hence the soul cannot be possesed of the divine union, until it
has divested itself of the love of created beings.-St. John of the Cross.

FRAGMENT OF A PROLOGUE

Dusry. Donrs.

Dusrv: How about Pereira?
Donrs: What about Pereira?

f don't care.
Dusry: You don't carel

Who pays the rent?
Donrs: Yes he pays the rent
Dusry: Well some men don't and some men do

Some men don't and you know who
Donrs: You can have Pereira
Dusry: What about Pereira?
Dorus: He's no gentleman, Pereira:

You can't trust him!
Dusrv: Well that's rue.

FIe's no gentleman if you can't trust him
And if you can't trust him-
Then you never know what he's going to do.

u4l

l  )orus:
l )us r  r ' :
I  )ot t  ts:

Dus'r 'v:

No i l  tvorr l r l t t ' l  r lo lo l r r '  loo l t i r  r '

Notv Srr t r r 's  ; l  l l ( 'nt lcrrr , r r r  t  l r t  orrglr
I  l ikc S:rrrr

lo I t r ' tc i t ; t .

: r t r r l  l  l r t  orrglr .

Yes and Sam's a nicc
He's a funnv fellow

l ike Sarn
l)oy too.

Donrs: He is a funny fellow
He's like a fellow once I knew.
.F1e could make you laugh.

Dusrv: Sam can make you laugh:
Sam's all right

Donrs: But Pereira won't do.
We can't have Pereira

Dusrv: Well what you going to do?
TnlnpsoNn: Ting a ling ling

Ting a ling ling
Dusrv:
Donrs:
Dusry:

That's Pereira
Yes that's Pereira

TrrnpHoxn:

Dusrv:
Donrs: Well can't you stop that horrible noise?

Pick up the receiver
Dusrv: What'll I sayl
Dozus: Say what you like: say I'm ill,

Say I broke my leg on the stairs
Say we've had a fire

Dusrv: Hello Hello are you there?
Yes this is Miss Dorrance's faf-
Oh Mr. Pereira is that you? how do you dol
Oh I'm Jo sorry. I arn so sorry
But Doris came home with a terrible chill
No, just a chill
Oh I think it 's only a chill
Yes indeed I hope so tor

Well what you going to do?
Ting a ling ling
Ting a ling ling

That's Pereira



\Vrt  t  t t  :  I  l r  I  l ,  t , . : I  l t ' l lo r lc l r r
l low rr l r r ry '$ l r l )  t l r ( ' r ( . ; )

|  )us ry: N<llrrx ly 's rrp l rcre
I  Iow rrranv's down t l rc lc?

Wnucrropr: Four of us here.
Wait til l I put the car round rhe corner
We'll be right up

Dusrv: All right, come up..
I)usry fto Dozus]: Cards are queer.
Donrs: I'd like to know about that coffin.

Kruocr KNocr KNocx
Kruocr KNocr KNocx
KNocr
Kruocr
KNocr

Donrs. Dusry.'Weucnopr. Honsrer.r-. Kr,rpsrrrN. Knuupecxrn.

Weuoropn: Hello Dorisl Hello Dustyl How do you dol
How come? how come? will you permit me-
I think you girls both know Captain Horsfall-
We want you to meet two friends of ours,
American gentlemen here on busines.
Meet Mr. Klipstein. Meet Mr. Krumpacker.

KrrpsrnrN: How do you do
Knuupecrrn: How do you do
KrrpsrnrN: I'm very pleased to make your acquaintance
Knulrpecrnn: Extremely pleased to become acquainted
KlrpsreiN: Sam-I should say Loot Sam Wauchope
Knuprpecrnn: Of the Canadian Expeditionary Force-
KrrpsrnrN: The Loot has told us a lot about you.
Knutrp.c.cKEn: We were all in the war together

Klip and me and the Cap and Sam.
KrrpsrrrN: Yes we did our bit, as you folks say,

I'll tell the world we got the Hun on the run
Knuurecrrn: What about that poker game? eh what Sam?

What about that poker game in Bordeaux?
Yes Miss Dorrance you get Sam
To tell about that lnker game in Bordeaux.

l ) t rstr ' :  l )o yorr  ktrow l ,orrrkrrr  wr ' l l .  Mr.  l ( r r r r r rp,rr  kt . r?
Kt, t t ,st ' l , , tN:  No wc l r r ,vr , r '  l r t , t . r r  l r t , rc l r r , l i r r t .
KnunI 'A(:Kr in:  Wc l r i t  th is lown I ; rst  n ig l r t  l i r r  t l rc f i r 's t  t i rnc
Kt. l ts ' r ' r i rN: And I  certainly hopc i t  won't  bc rhc last t imc.
Donrs: You like London, Mr. Klipstein?
Knuupecxnn: Do we like London? do we like Londonl

Do we like Londonll Eh what Klip?
KtIpsrerx: Say, Miss-er-uh-London's swell.

We like London fine.
Knuupecrnn: Perfectly slick.
Dusrv: Why don't you come and live here then?
Kltpsrr,rx: Well, no, Miss-er-you haven't quite got it

(I'm afraid I didn't quite catch your name-
But I'm very pleased to meet you all the same) -
London's a little too gay for us
Yes I'll say a little too gay.

Knuurpecrrn: Yes London's a little too gay for us
Don't think I mean anything coarse-
But I'm afraid we couldn't stand the pace.
What about it Klip?

KupsrrrN: You said it, Krum.
London's a slick place, London's a swell place,
London's a fine place to come on a visit-

Knuupecxnn: Specially when you got a real live Britisher
A gry like Sam to show you around.
Sam of course is at home in London,
And he's promised to show us around.

FRAGME} )F AN AGON

SwrnNny. Weucnopn. Flonsperr,. Kr-rpsrmx. Knuprpecrrn.
Swenrs. Stqow. DonIs. Dusrv.

SwnnNny: I'll carry you off
To a cannibal isle.

Donrs: You'll be the canniball
SwsENEv: You'll be the missionaryl



I '
You'll be my little rcven rtone miuioneryl
I ' l l  gobble you up. I ' l l  be the cannibal.

Donts: You'll carry me oft? To a cannibal isle?
Swnnxr,y: I' l l be the cannibal.
Donrs:

I'll convert youl
Swrrxny:

I'll be the misionary.

I'll convert yozl
Into a stew.
A nice little, white little, misionary stew.

Donrs: You wouldn't eat mel
Swnn'nny: Yes I'd eat youl

In a nice little, white little, soft little, tender little,

Juicy little, right little, misionary stew.
You see this egg
You see this egg
Well that's life on a crocodile isle.
There's no telephones
There's no gramophones
There's no motor cars
No twcseaters, no six-seaters,
No Citro€n, no RolbRoyce.
Nothing to eat but the fruit as it grows.
Nothing to see but the palmtrees one way
And the sea the other way,
Nothing to hear but the sound of the surf.
Nothing at all but three things

Doms: What things?
SwEExry: Birth, and copulation, and death.

That's all, that's all, that's all, that's all,
Birth, and copulation, and death.

Donrs: I'd be bored.
SwEENny: You'd be bored.

Birth, and copulation, and death.
Donrs: I'd be bored.
SwsENev: You'd be bored.

Birth, and copulation, and death.
That's all the facts when you come to brass tacks:

Rirth, and copulation, and dcath.
I 've been born, and once is ent l t tgl t .
You dont remember, but I remclnber,
Once is enough.

soNc BY WeucnoPr aNn Honsrrltt
Swenrs es Teuno. Snow As BoNEs

Under the bamboo
Barnboo bamboo
Under the bamboo tree
Two liae as one
One liae as two
Two live as three
ander the bam
Under the boo
Under the bamboo tree.

Where the breadfruit fall
And the penguin call
And the sound is the sound ol the sea
Under the bam
Under the boo
Under the bamboo tree.

Where the Gauguin rnaid,s
In the banyan shades
Wear palmleal dranell
Under the bar \
Under the boo
Under the bamboo tree.

T*II me in what Part of the wood
Do you want to flirt uith me?
I|nd.er the breadfruit, banyan, palmleaf

Or under the bamboo tree?
Any old tree will do for me
Any old wood is iust as good



Any olil i.tlc i.t jusl rrty slylc
Any ln:.tlt egg
Any frc.sh egg
And, the sound ot' the coral sca.

Donrs: I dont like eggs; I never liked eggs;
And I dont like life on your crocodile isle.

soNc By Kr,rpsrgx AND KRUMpAcKER
SNow rlr.lo Swenrs As BEFoR_E

My little island girl
My little island girl
I'm going to stay with you
And we wont worry what to do
We wont have to catch any trains
And we wont go home when it rains
We'll gather hibiscus fl,owers
For it wont be minutes but hours
For it wont be hours but years

d,iminuend,o

And the morning
And, the eaening
And noontimc
And night
Morning
Eaening
Noontime
Night

Donrs: That's not life, that's no life
Why I'd just as soon be dead.

Swnrruny: That's whar life is. Just is
Donrs: What is?

What's that life is?
Swrr-r-nny: Life is death.

I knew a man once did a girl in-
Donrs: Oh Mr. Sweeney, please dont talk,

I cut the cards before you c4me
And I drew the coffin '- ,-,/

Swnrr t  s: I 'orr  r l t  crv t l r t '  r  o l l r t r /

l )oHrs:  I  r l rcrv l l r t ' ( l ( ) l r l i lN vt ' ry l , rst  r ; r t t l .
I  r lot t t  t : r t t t ' l<t t  st t t l t  tot tvt ' ts : t l iot l
A tvot tut t t  t  t t r ts : r  tc l r i l l lc  r isk.

Snow: l ,ct  I \ {r .  Srvccrtcy cont inuc l r is stoty.
I assure you, Sir, rve arc vcry itttcre.rtccl.

SwErrurv: I knew a man once did a girl in
Any man might do a girl in
Any man has to, needs to, wants to I
Once in a lifetime, do a girl i". J
WelI he kept her there in a bath
With a gallon of lysol in a bath

Swenrs: These fellows always get pinched in the end.

Sruow: Excuse me, they dont all get pinched in the end.
What about them bones on Epsom Heath?
I seen that in the papers
You seen it in the papers
They dont all get pinched in the end.

Donrs: A woman runs a terrible risk.
SNow: Let Mr. Sweeney continue his story.
SwnrNev: This one didn't get pinched in the end

But that's another story too.
This went on for a couple ''f months
Nobody came r
And nobody went
But he took in the milk and he paid the rent.

Swenrs: What did he do?
All that time, what did he do?

Swr,nNrv: What did he dol what did he do?
That dont apply.
Talk to live men about what theY do.
He used to come and see me sometimes
I'd give him a drink and cheer him up.

Donrs: Cheer him up?
Dusrv: Cheer him up?
SwnnNrv: Well here again that dont apply

But I've gotta use words when I talk to you.

But here's what I was going to say.



I  le <l i r l r r ' r  krrow i l  l rc w;rs ; r l ive
alr t l  l l r r .  g i r  I  w:rs r le i r t l

l lc  c l idn' t  know i f  t l rc gir . l  w;rs l l ivc 
/

and he was dcad
He didn't know if they botlr rvere alive

or both were dead
If he was alive then the milkman rvasn'r

and the rent-collector wasn,t
And if they were alive then he was dead.
There wasn't any joint
There wasn't any joint
For when you're alone
When you're alone like he was alone
You're either or neither
I tell you again it dont apply
Death or life or life or death
Death is life and life is death
I gotta use words when I alk to you
But if you undersrand or if you dont

]fat's norhing ro me and nothing to you
We all gotta do whar we gotta do
We're gona sit here and drink this booze
We're gona sit here and have a tune
We're gona stay and we're gona go
And somebody's gotta pay the rent

Donls: I know who
Swner.rEy: But that's nothing to me and nothing to you.

FULL cHoRUs: Weuc'oru, Flonsreu, Krrtsrrrru, KRUMpAcxER
When you're alone in the middle of the night and you wake

in a swear and a hell of a fright
when you're alone in the middle of the bed and you wake

like someone hit you on the head
You've had a cream or ^ -ightmare d.ream and you've got the

hoo-ha's coming r. , r.
Hoo hoo hoo
You dreamt you waked up at seven o'clock and it's foggy and

i t 's  r l . r r r rp ; r r r r l  i t 's  r l ; rwtr  l r r r r l  i t ' l  r l ; r rk
Attr l  y.r r  w:r i l  l r r  ; r  krrrxk l r r r r l  r l r r . t r r l r r in l4 

' [  
I  lor :k f r l r  y,rr

.  kt tow l l r t .  l r ; r r rg ln iur 's wlr i t i r rg l i r r  yorr .
At t<l  pcr l r ; rps yorr ' r 'c  a l ivc
And pcr lraps you'rc dcad
Hoo ha ha
Hoo ha ha
Hoo
Hoo
Hoo
KNocn Krvocr Kxocr
KNocr KNocx Kr.rocr
KNocr
Kruocr
KNocr

CO RIO LAN

I .  TRIUMPHAL MARCH

Stone, bronze, stone, steel, stone, oakleaves, horses'heels
Over the paving.
And the flags. And the trumpets. And so many eagles.
How many? Count them. And such a press of people.
We hardly knew ourselves that day, or knew the City.
This is the way to the temple, and we so many crowding the way.
So many waiting, how many waiting? what did it marter, on such

a day?
Are they coming? No, not yet. You can see some eagles. And hear

the trumpets.
Here they come. Is he coming?
The natural wakeful life of our Ego is a perceiving.
We can wait with our stools and our saus:rges.
What comes first? Can you see? Tell us. It is



r , , t { ( ) r , .o(xr  t  i l l r .s . r r t r l  ( , ,u l r in( .$,
l ( ) t , (xx) rnl r ( : l l in( '  l . i luts,
z8,t . roo trcncl t  ln() t  t lu 's,
b3,ooo field and hcavy guns,

I cannot tell how many projectiles, mines and fuses,
rB,ooo aeroplanes,
z4,ooo aeroplane engines,

bo,ooo ammunition waggons,
now 55,ooo army waggons,

I l,ooo field kitchens,
r,r5o f ie ld bakeries.

What a time that took. Will it be he now? No,
Those are the golf club Captains, these the Scouts,
And now the societi gymnastique d,e Poissy
And now come the Mayor and the Liverymen. Look
There he is now, look:
There is no interrogarion in his eyes
Or in the hands, quiet over the horse's neck,
And the eyes watchful, waiting, perceiving, indifferent.
O hidden under the dove's wing, hidden in the turrle's breast,
Under the palmtree at noon, under the running water
At the still poinr of the turning world. O hidden.

Now they go up to the temple. Then the sacrifice.
Now come the virgins bearing urns, urns containing
Dust
Dust
Dust of dust, and now
Stone, bronze, stone, steel, stone. oakleaves, horses'heels
Over the paving.

That is all we could see. But how many eaglesl and how many
trumpetsl

(And Easter Day, we didn't ger to the country,
So we took young Cyril to church. And they rang a bell

f  'a

Arrr l  f  t t '  sr i r l  r  ig l r t  orr t  k l r r r l ,  t  t rut t , l t t ls . )
l )or t ' l  l l r tow lwlry t l r : r t  s:ru$r l l ( ' ,

I t ' l l  t :oure in hanr ly.  I Ic 's l r r t fu l .  I t lcasc,  wi l l  yorr
( ] ive us a l ight?
Light
Light
Et les soldats faisaient la haie? ILS LA FAISAIENT.

I I .  DIFFICULTIES OF A STATESMAN

Cry what shall I cry?
All flesh is grass: comprehending
The Companions of the Bath, the Knights of the British Empire,

the Cavaliers,
O Cavaliersl of the Legion of Honour,
The Order of the Black Eagle (rst and pnd class),
And the Order of the Rising Sun.
Cry cry what shall I cry,?
The first thing to do is to form the committees:
The consultative councils, the standing committees, select commit-

tees and sub-committees.
One secretary will do for several committees.
What shall I cry?
Arthur Edward Cyril Parker is appointed telephone olxrator
At a salarv of one pound ten a week rising by annual increments

of five shillings
To two pounds ten a week; with a bonus of thirty shillings at Christ-

mas
And one week's leave a year.
A committee has been appointed to nominate a commision of en-

gineers
To consider the lVater Supply.
A commission is appointed
For Public Works, chiefly the question of rebuilding the fortifica-

trons.



A commlmlon lr appointed
To confer with a Volrcian commiuion
About perpetual pcace: the lletchers and javclin.makers and cmiths
Have appointed a joint committee to protest against the reduction

of orders.
Meanwhile the guards shake dice on the marches
And the frogs (O Mantuan) croak in the marshes.
Fireflies flare against the faint street lightning
What shall I cry?
Mother mother
Here is the row of family portraits, dirgly busts, all looking remark-

ably Roman,
Remarkably like each other, lit up successively by the flare
Of a sweaty torchbearer, yawning.
O hidden under the . . Hidden under the .

Where the dove's foot rested and locked for a moment,
A still moment, repos€ of noon, set under the upper branches of

noon's widest tree
Under the breast feather stirred by the small wind after noon
There the cyclamen spreads its wings, there the clematis droops over

the lintel
O mother (not among these bustr, all correctly inscribed)
I a tired head among these hea&
Necks strong to bear thern
Noses strong to break the wind
Mother
May we not be tome time, alrn6rg[ n-'' together,
If the mactationt, irnrngll$61s, oblat / rmpetrations,
Are now obsen'ed i
May we not be
O hidden
Hidden in the rtillness of noon, in the silent croaking nighc
Come with the sweep of the little bat's wing, with the snall flare of

the firefly or lightning bug,
"Rising and falling, crowned with dust," the small creatures,
The small creatures chirp thinly through the dust, through the night.

O motlrer '
Wlrat r lr:r l l  I  r :ry?
Wrl dcrrrand :r committee, a rePresentative t:ortttttittee, a committee of

investigation
Rrstcx Rrslctt Rnslt;t't



''r{*flh %lr*"oNK wrrH A
r ' t  f ' -  BLEISTEIN wITl

Tra-h-Ia-la-la-h-laire-nil nisi d,ivinum stal
stopped' thc old. pahcc was thcre, hou charming its grcy and pinh-goots and
monheys, with such hair too!-so the countcss passcd, on until she camZ through
the littlc parh, uhcre Niobc prescntcd hcr uith a cabinct, and so d.cpartcd.

Burbank crossed a little bridge
Descending at a smal

Princess Volupine arrivr
They were together,



l )c[ r r t t r  t  ive rrrrrs i r  r r t r r ler  , re;r
I ' l rsscr l  s( ' ; rw:r l r l  wi t l r  t l r r '  ; r . rssi t rg l rc l l

Slowly:  t l rc ( i rx l  I  l t : rcrr les
Had lef t  him, that had loved him wel l .

The horses, under the axletree
Beat up the dawn from Istria ...\.

With even feet. Her shuttered barge I
Burned on the water all the day.

But this or such was Bleistein's way: --

Afa?s-t E;ai-ng ofThe knees 
' 

i
And elbows, with the palms turned out, 1

Chicaeo Semite Viennese.--

A lustreless protrusive
Stares from sl imc.\

At a perspective of
The smoky candle end of time

t Decline\..On the Rialto once.
'----.-t-f!g-jqtt- are underneath the piles.

a

ThE iew is underneath the lot.
Monifi;in furs. The boatman smiles,

Princess Volupine extends
A meagre, blue-nailed, phthisic hand

To climb the waterstair. Lights, lights,
She entertains Sir Ferdinand

Klein. Who clipped the lion's wings
And flea'd his rump and pa.red his claws?

Thought Burbank, meditating on
Time's ruins, and the seven lawg.


